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| Need You To Do This For Me 


Frustrated, | pace the tiny motel room. My hands are tangled in my hair and | let out deep, angry groans. From 
the corner of my eye, | can see Dave sitting on the edge of the bed, his hands in his lap and a worried look in 


his eyes. 


We wanted to branch out and open more Fresh Pots locations. In an effort to do so, we'd been driving around 
and looking at different towns and cities. Each location had brought its own problems, different counties having 
different legislation for opening an eating establishment. And | was never willing to compromise on the ethos 


we'd built around the coffee shop. 


Road tired, we'd pulled over for the night in a little town in Dakota. The motel was nothing much to look at, two 
stories of identical rooms with paper thin walls, ageing TV's, and creaking beds. We'd already heard one 
argument in the room next to us so there was no chance we'd be doing anything other than talking and 


sleeping. 


And stressing. The piles of paperwork and laws and rules and everything else had gotten to me. It clawed at my 
skin and pounded at my skull. Dave knew better than to try and talk me out of an idea, just as | refused to do 


the same with him. We were both men on missions when we got our teeth into something, runaway trains with 


nothing to lose. 


Nothing to lose but our sanity. | couldn't think straight. My brain was a mess of random facts and figures, of 


things which could make our business, and ones which could break. 


Stopping, | look at Dave, my face scrunched up with the agony of what was going on in my head. "I need it,” | 


murmur. 
"I know," he quietly replies. "But you said no. Said people would hear." 

| can feel the tears welling in my eyes. "Please, Dave." 

Getting to his feet, he walks over to me and cups my face. He gives me a gentle kiss before his hands slide 
down my body and cup my ass. Groaning softly, | wrap my arms around his neck and hungrily return his 
kisses. My body is wound tighter than a spring and there iss no way | was going to sleep. | need release, need 
something to help quieten my raging mind. 

He presses a kiss to my forehead. "Let's take a drive and see if we can relax you." 

| watch as he gathers blankets and a couple of pillows. Tired, yet stressed, | take his hand and allow him to lead 
me to the car. We drive in silence, me constantly rubbing at my aching temples. The sun is just beginning to 
set and the warmth of the day still hangs in the air. It was the kind of warmth which gives you a migraine 
and makes you more irritable than before. Dave was a saint for having put up with me for the past few days. 
The road cuts through the forest and, when we seem to be fair enough from civilization, Dave turned off 
down a dirt track and pulled in among the trees. There was no one around us, no buildings, no cars coming 
along the road, nothing. 

Getting out, | watch as Dave pulled out the blankets and pillows. My stomach knots as he spread the blanket 
over the hood and placed the pillow on the edge. | could feel a flush beginning to creep up my body, my cock 
twitching in my jeans. 


Walking back to me, Dave gives me a smile. One hand knots in my hair and he rests his forehead against mine. 


Looking into his eyes, | give him a tight smile. 


"You know how this goes," he quietly begins. "This isn't a punishment. You haven't done anything wrong. | just 


wanna help you relax and unwind” 
| nod and swallow around the lump in my throat. "Thanks. | love you." 
"Love you too. Now take off your jeans, please. Leave your shorts on” 


Spanking has become a part of our every day life. It's used for pleasure and stress relief, never for 


punishment. | love nothing more than coming up from the kitchen and finding various implements set out on 
the bed. It makes my stomach tighten and my heart beat faster to know what's going to happen, knowing that, 
in that space, l'm allowed to come or cry as much as | want. | love how tender and calm Dave is about it all, 
especially considering what | went through in my last relationship. Sure, we've had our ups and downs with it 
but he's finally come to that place where he realises that the calming head space a good spanking brings is 


just as good for me as it is for him. 


As I'm reaching to unbutton my jeans, Dave touchses my shoulder. "I'm going to find a switch. I'll be back in a 


minute.” 


Nodding, | let him go and lean against the warm shell of the car. Closing my eyes, | rub my temples. Already 
my cock is hardening in my shorts. The relief from that single moment was going to be immense and | couldn't 
wait. | need this. Need the stillness and serenity of it. Need to feel hands against me, stroking and warming my 


skin in equal measure. Need to feel the euphoria it brings. 


Eventually a hand comes to rest on my shoulder and | open my eyes. From somewhere among the trees, Dave 
has retrieved a long, flexible switch of wood. My cock twitches at the sight, my breath quickening a little. | 
watch as he places the switch on the hood of the car before | undo my jeans. Taking them off, | fold them and 


place them on the roof of the car. 


Standing in front of the car, | bend myself over the pillow, my shorts still hugging my ass. The pillow does its 
job perfectly, raising my hips a little and protecting me from the unforgiving metal of the hood. At home, we 
did the same. | was either bent over the end of the bed, the arm of the couch, over Dave's lap, or over a 
small pile of pillows set on the bed. | love being bent over in such a way. For me, it feels safe and secure and | 
know that Dave loves seeing me presented in such a way. For him, it's a turn on to see my ass nicely raised 


and waiting. Curling my hands against the blanket, | rested my head on them and waited. 


A warm hand slides down my back and grips the hem of my shirt. The fabric is pushed up a little before the 
hand carries on down. Gently Dave strokes my ass, cupping first one cheek and then the other. He's taking his 
time and | love him for it. He loves taking my shorts down For hin, it's like unwrapping a gift while, for me, it 
helps get me into the place | need. 


Hooking his fingers in the waistband of my shorts, Dave slowly begins to pull them down. Lifting my hips, | 
allow him to move them to my knees before | resume my position. Exposed and outside, | shudder as the 


excitement ripples over my skin | love the feeling of the fresh air against my skin and tickling along my spine. 


Again, his hand returns to my ass and strokes gentle circles against my cheeks, warming my skin. Sighing, | 


began to relax against the car. My cock rubs against the pillow, sending tiny bolts of pleasure through me. 
"Ready?" 


Lifting my head a little, | nod. "Yes, please." 


He begins gently, just tapping one cheek and then the other. It doesn't hurt and | let myself sigh. All it does is 
warm the skin a little more. My eyes are closed and | enjoy the sensation of feeling his fingers brush against 


my skin 
"Gonna get a little harder now." 


| nod again and, with a hand placed in the small of my back, Dave hits me a little harder. Again, there's no real 
sting to it and | purr, wriggling a little against the pillow. My cock rubs deliciously against the soft fabric, 
making me tingle. My orgasm is on a slow build, balling in the pit of my stomach. 


Slowly, they get harder and | rock against the pillow, alternating between gasping and groaning. The slaps ring 
out around the trees and | can feel my skin getting red. My ass is beginning to sting and | love the feeling. 
Love how it roars through me and goes straight to my groin. With each one, my legs twitch and my hands 
stretch against the blanket. 


Dipping my back, | stick my ass out. "Harder." 

Dave pauses and takes a moment to gently rub my ass. Closing my eyes, | purr and press myself back against 
the pillow. His hand feels great against my punished cheeks, his gentle stroking awakening and then dulling the 
fire. 

"You want it harder?" 

"Please," | pant. 

"Want me to give you six with the switch?" 

| nod. "Yes. Please. Do it" 

| feel him reach over me and | stretch my body against the car. My cock twitches against the pillow as | feel 
him line up the thin branch. A heartbeat later it slices against my ass. | rear up and howl, the pain suddenly 
red hot and focused on a single, thin line. Dave returns his hand to my back and gently rubs. 

"Okay?" he asks. 

Again, | nod. "Yes, I'm okay." 

"Good. Another five." 

Another nod and | rest my head back against the car. Again the switch cuts into my ass. Again | scream, my 
feet kicking the dead leaves around the car. But I'm enjoying it, the tension slowly leaving my body. | ask for 


another and get it, tears beginning to spring to my eyes. | want to cry. | need to cry and, on the fourth lick, 
the tears fall. Sniffling, | lower my head and raise my ass, begging for the final two. Dave gives me them in 


quick succession, one straight across my sit spot and the other against the tops of my thighs. An earth 
shattering howl leaves my lips, hot tears freely running down my cheeks. My body shakes as | openly sob, the 
emotions freeing me of the stress that had been holding me prisoner. 


Dave's hand returns to my back and gently strokes along the dip. His lips follow, pressing kisses to my skin as 
shudder. 


Finally I'm able to lift my head and wipe my eyes against the blanket. Taking a few, ragged breaths, | look to 


Dave and he gives me a warm smile. 
"Still want to come?" he asks. 


| nod and, taking my hand, he helps me to my feet. | shuffle as he leads me away from the car, kicking my 
shorts from around my ankles. Now | can see why he brought me here. A fallen tree lies alongside the small, 
open area, Sitting on it, Dave gives me a gentle kiss before wrapping a hand around my still rigid cock. | gasp as 
he gives it a few firm, slow strokes. Lowering myself over his lap, | make myself comfortable, my hands and 
feet flat against the floor. Placing his hand against my stinging ass, Dave gently strokes, reigniting the delicious 


burn. | tremble and mewl, my toes curling against the dry grass. 


"You're a good boy," he murmurs. "Such a good boy. | love it when you offer up your ass for a good spanking. 


Love giving it to you. Love seeing you bent over and willing to take it 
| smile and press myself closer to his strong thighs, my cock rubbing against his rough jeans. 
"Are you going to come for me?" he asks. "Going to come all over me?" 


| nod, my purring getting deeper as he runs a finger between my ass cheeks. Pushing them apart a little, Dave 
ghosts his finger over my puckered hole. A warm pleasure flows through me, tingling down my spine. Carefully 
he pushes his finger in and finds my sweet spot, making me groan as he presses it. My arousal grows and | 
push my ass out, silently begging for another spanking. 


And Dave gives me what | want, his hand alternating between hitting first one cheek and then the other with 
flat, close fingered spanks. He keeps them slow, leaving a couple of seconds between each swat. | feel my 
breathing become deeper, my moans getting louder as | rock my hips. | press against his hand before thrusting 
my cock against his legs. Pre-come dribbles from the tip and along my hot, hard flesh, my cock throbbing and 
my body begging for release. 


His hand moves lower to punish the gentle curve of where thigh meets ass. Each spank is filled with warmth 


and love. There's no hurt there, no anger. Just a deep caring and understanding. 
"Come on," he murmurs. "You can come for me. Come long and hard." 


Growling, | lift my hips and Dave returns to spanking my already reddened sit spot. I'll still be red come 


morning but this is what | want, and what | like. | enjoy being able to feel it for a day or so afterwards. Love 
being able to look in the mirror and see my lover's handiwork. Maybe once we get home in a week or so, he'll 


lie me on the bed and take the paddles and floggers to me. 


| rock between each spank, rubbing myself harder and faster. My impending orgasm knots in my groin until, 
with one last, particularly violent thrust, my body stiffens and | let out a long, low groan. Stars burst behind 


my eyes and he continues to spank me as my seed spills over his jeans. 


Finally, | let myself come back to earth. My head swims and | give Dave a small, dreamy smile as he helps me 


to my feet and cleans my limp cock. With a little blush, he gestures to his own, painfully tight jeans. 
"Would you?" he asks. 


Smiling, | nod and get to my knees. Pulling him from his jeans, | lower my head and wrap my lips around Dave's 
aching erection He groans and wraps his hands in my hair. Gently he pushes me lower until his cock fills my 
throat. Stroking my hair over his lap, he encourages me to move. | do as he wants, slowly rising and falling, 
sucking and lapping at his delicious cock His hands ghost over my head, his voice filling the air until he comes 
long and hard down my throat. 


Still in my hazy, wonderful head space, we clear up and make our way back to the motel. My ass stings as | 
sit in the car, a gorgeous reminder of time in the open Once back at the tiny motel, | stand in front of the 
mirror and admire Dave's handiwork. My ass is beautifully red with several switch stripes added to it. I'm 
looking forward to the two hour car journey the next morning. Dave may find himself on the receiving end of 


another blow job. 


Needless to say, that night slept extremely well. Probably far better than | had done in a while. And it's all 


because | have a beautiful boyfriend who's not scared of my past and doesn't fear my desires. 


